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"Don't get me anything.’ 

"| don't want anything.” 

If you get me something tomorrow I'll throw it away." 

And on and on and on. 

Lars watched the steam above his coffee make gentle arcs in the chilly air in front of his face. 

He was disappointed that, for the first Valentine's day he would be spending with the first person he'd ever 
loved, that person didn't want anything. Hell, he couldn't even call it "spending time," since James insisted on it 
being just another day. 


And, well, they did have a lot of stuff to do that day. Business stuff. 


So Lars sat there and drank his coffee outside of a small cafe that was walking distance from the studio, 


alone, on Valentine's day. 


He thought about those perfect band shirts he'd seen in the back of the record shop. They'd look so good on 
James. And he thought about that Smirnoff visor he'd seen in another shop, since James had taken to wearing 
visors. And there was a cool looking watch that wasn't too expensive he'd seen at the mall, the same place he 
saw a neat skateboard with a skull and bones design he knew James would love. And he would have given him 
all of it, because he wanted nothing more than to shower his lover with gifts. Even though his lover would 
rather pretend they weren't lovers at all. Don't call me that, James had warned once. So he didn't. And he 
didn't shower him with any gifts. And he couldn't help but think that this Valentine's day was even sadder than 


any he'd spent alone. 


Lars finished his coffee and decided that it was time to head back to the hotel a few blocks away. It was a 
little far, and he didn't feel like walking all that fast, but he was in no hurry to get home to anyone. 


It took about half an hour to get back to the hotel, and he'd thought of James the entire way back. fantasized 
about kissing him in public, holding his hand down the street, giving him a giant box of chocolates and his 
myriad Valentine's gifts right in front of their bandmates. But James hadn't made any kind of effort to show 
anyone that it was his first Valentine's day being no+ single. In fact, he'd gone out of his way to avoid Lars. 
Lars could only shrug it off. 

He got up to the third floor and stopped at his door, eyeing the small scattering of limp browrish leaves in 
front of it. He stared for a few moments and realized that they probably used to be rose petals. Confusing, 


but not enough of a reason to keep his attention much longer. He opened his door. 


He was about to flip the lights on, but he noticed James sitting on the edge of his bed. Blue eyes flickered up 
to his. They glinted in the gold light of.. Candles? 


Lars stood there, confused, and James rose and approached him, shutting the door behind Lars for him. 
"Hey," James said quietly. 
"Uh, hi. What's.” 


James glanced at the couple of candles that sat on the nightstand against the wall, almost burnt to the 
bottom. Lars noted that they must have been lit for a while. 


James shrugged. 
"|, um. | just wanted to.. Here." 
He shoved a box into Lars' hands. Lars looked up at him, then back down to the box. 


Its for, you know.. Um, happy.. Valentine's day." 


Lars took the thin lid off of the box and found a small black jacket with grey padded sleeves poorly folded, as 
if James himself has tried to fold it. He took it out and dropped the box to the floor, looking up at James in 


wonder. 


"| know you said your other one was too big, so | got you a new one. Hope it fits," he said, staring at the floor. 


From here Lars finally noticed that he was blushing a little. "I know it's not much, but." 


Without any words, Lars slipped the jacket on, zipping it up and grinning. He stretched his arms out, nodding at 
the fit. James nodded too. 


"Looks good," he said shyly. 

Lars couldn't stop smiling. 

"l Thanks. | really like it. |, um, you told me not to get you anything, so |." Lars trailed off when James waved 
his hand and smiled at the floor. After a few seconds, he looked up and met Lars’ eyes. His smile came back 
and he leaned in slowly to kiss Lars’ lips. 


Lars kissed him back and pushed him over to his bed. 


Once he'd settled onto James' lap, he started to unzip his jacket. James laughed and said, "But you just put it 


on. 
Lars laughed too and said, "Hurry up before those candles burn out” 
"All right," James mumbled into Lars’ lips as he slowly stroked his thighs the way he knew Lars loved. 


"Happy Valentine's day, James," Lars said with contentment, feeling satisfied knowing that it wouldn't be wasted 
after all. And James said, "Shut up, I'm trying to kiss you." 


Lars didn't mind that. 


